Wisdom and Destiny

would not then understand why It was
that she shed no tears, unlike so many
of her sisters, who spend their lives in
plaintive wanderings from one broken
joy to another? The joy that is dead
weighs heavy, and bids fair to crush us,
if we cause it to be with us for ever;
which is as though a wood-cutter should
refuse to lay down his load of dead wood.
For dead wood was not made to be eter-
nally borne on the shoulder, but indeed
to be burned, and give forth brilliant
flame. And as we behold the flames that
soar aloft in Emily's soul, then are we
as heedless as she was of the sorrows of
the dead wood. No misfortune but has
its horizon, no sadness but shall know
comfort, for the man who in the midst
of his suffering, in the midst of the grief
that must come to him as to all, has
learned to espy Nature's ample gesture

beneath all sorrow and suffering, and has
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